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brown colour, extremely hard and tough. This fungus 
is made use of in Germany, and in some parts of En- 
land, for tinder. The Germans boil in a strong ley, dry 
it, and boil it again in a solution of saltpetre. The Lap- 
landers burn it about their habitations, to keep offa spe- 
cies of the gad-fly, which is fatal to the young reindeer. 
It is also used to stop the bleeding of the vessels after 
amputation. For this purpose the hard outer skin is cut 
oft^ and the inner substance beaten with a hammer to 
make it still softer. It answers the purpose best when 
gathered in August and September. 

3. Boletus pjni laricis, or the agaric of the shops, grows 
on old larch trees. This fungus is an irregular spongy 
substance, very light, and of a uniform snowy whiteness, 
except the cortical part, which is ttdcen off before the 
agaric is brought into the shops. 

4. Boletus subcrosus, or White cork spunk, grows mostly 
on the trunks of the birch and willow trees. It grows 
sessile, or hinging, and also liorizontaL Its figure is semi- 
circular—the upper side convex, the under nearly flat; 
its size varies from a few inches to a peck measure. The 
upper surface is quite white, generally covered with a 
short strong down, but sometimes smooth. The internal 
substance is thick, whjte, tough, and spongy, like cork ; 
and it is sometimes cut a]?B shaped by the country people 
of Scotland into corks. G y. 

Balh/moia. 

THE GIUVE OF DB^MID. 

This beautiful and affecting sk,etc}i by th,e Jate Eey. 
Charles Wolfe, (the author of the so-mij[ch adaiired* ode : 
on the death of Sir John Moore,) is extracted from tie 
Remains of that highly gifted m^, !^4^ted ^y his earjy 
friend the Archdeacon of Clogher. Jt \vas d£sklj.ed ori- 
ginally as a characteristic Sntl-oduction to ijje jjViSl-kno-Jfn 
and admired song, "The Last Eofe pf §y,ij^er," ^i 
can scarcely be read by any ooe \vit)joii ^e,ep ^i ijeart- 
felt emotion. Of the work itself it may be justly swd, 
that every page bears the impress of the powerful and 
masterly hand of its talented author. Ithas already passed 
through six editions. 

" This is the grave of Dormid ! He was the best min- 
strel amongst us all — a youth of a romantic genius, and 
of the most tremulous, yet most impetuous feeling. He 
knew all our old national airs, of every diaracter and de- 
scription. According as his song was in a lofty or a 
mournful strain, the village represented a camp or a fune- 
ral ; but if Dermid were in his merry m'oo3, tlie lads and 
lasses were hurried into dance with a giddy and irresisti- 
ble gaiety. One day our chieftain committed a cruel and 
wanton outrage against one of our peaceful villagers. 
Dermid's harp was in his hand when he heard it. With 
all the thoughtlessness and independent sensibility of a 
poet's imagination, he struck the chords that never spoke 
without response — and the detestation became universal. 
He was driven from amongst us by our enraged chief; 
and all his relations, and the maid he loved, attended our 
banished minstrel into the wide world. For three years 
there were no tidings of Dermid, and the song and the 
dance were silent; when one of our little boys came run- 
ning in, and told us that he saw Dermid approaching at a 
distance. Instantly the whole village was in commotion ; 
the youths and the maidens assembled in the green, and 
agreed to celebrate the arrival of the poet with a dance; 
they fixed upon the air he was to play for them— it was 
the merriest in his collection. The ring was formed ; all 
looked eagerly to the quarter from which he was to ar- 
rive, determined to greet their favourite bard with a cheer. 
But they were checked the instant he appeared. He came 
slowly and languidly along : his countenance had a cold, 
dim, and careless aspect, very different from that expres- 
sive tearfulness which marked his features, even in his 
more melancholy moments : his harp was swinging heavily 
on his arm — it seemed a burden to him— it was nuieli 
shattered, and some of the strings were broken. He 

* Byron declared that " he consiJini'd it Ihtle inferior t''. 
tlic bi>t (hat th(! llii-n prolific age liruuylit forth."— Ifc'c/tt'm's 
Cunccrsatiuns, vol. ii. ji. 1J4. 
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looked at us for a few moments— then, relapsing into 
vacancy, advanced, without quickening his pace, to his 



accustomed stone, and sat down in silence. Afier a pause, 
we ventured to ask him for his friends. He fiMt looked 
up sharply in our faces — next down upon his harp — tlieu 
struck a few notes of a wild and desponding melody, which 
we had never heard before; but his hand dropped, and 
he did not finish it. Again we paused ;— then, knowing 
well that if we could give the smallest mirthful impulse 
to his feelings, his whole soul would follow, we asked him 
for the merry air we had chosen. We were surprised at 
the readiness with which beseemed to comply; but it was 
the same wild and heart-breaking strain he had com- 
menced. In fact, we found that the soul of the minstrel 
had become an entire void, except one solitary ray that 
vibrated sluggishly through its very darkest part. It was 
like the sea in a dark calm, which you only know to be 
in motion by the panting which you hear. He had to- 
tally forgotten every trace of his former strains, not only 
those that were gay and airy, but even those of a more 
pensive cast; and he had got in 'their stead that one 
dreary, single melody — it was about a lonely rose that 
had outlived all its companions, This ho contmued play- 
ing and singing from day to daj', until he spread an un- 
usual gloom over the whole village: ho seemed to perceive 
it, for he retired to the churchyard, and remained sloping 
it there to the day of his death. The nHlictcd constantly 
repaired to hear it, and he died singing jjt to a maid who 
had lost her lover. The orphans have learned it, aud 
still chant it over poor Dermid's grave," 

30. T. C. U. 
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T jBELL IN BOTANY BAY SQUAHK, 
^tJjflr COI-LEGE, PUBIJN. 

^re?jt metaj otb i thou^ Jiumble be thy lot — 
ThoB^ be d^y dweRiug-pIace a wretched cot- 
Why should toy sterlingmerits be forgot ? 

In a disgraceful crib though low thou hangcst. 
Oft as required, right manfully thou bangest ! 
And never yet a feeble peal thou raugot 1 

No more let Tom of Oxfoi-d rule the roast — 
N,o more tliy London brother j)roudly boast — 
Jh thine owu sphere surpass them both thou dost ! 

Full many a motley race hast thou rang through 
Their course of learned lore ! Among them who 
(What else he might forget) hath e'er forgotten you ? 

On many an eaj- hath fallen thy deep, dull sound. 
Long since commingled with its parent ground — 
Aud thus thou still ringest on Time's sullen round ! 

When to the hall the trembling Freshmen pour. 
Soon to be followed by the Fellows sour, 
How awful is thy tone at that dread hour ! 

O, happy he who safely steers between 
Rewards and dire disgrace ! No terrors keen 
Afllict his soul, nor hopes exalt, I ween ! 

Inglorious though his lot, yet calm he hears 
Thy tolling stern, of caution-men the fears 
■Arousiug, as it strikes tlieir tortured ears. 

Subjects and angles, modes, hypothenu.<:c. 
Logic and problems, Greek and Roman must-. 
Thy solemn voice doth in their bruin confuse ! 

And as thou pealest on, thou learned bell. 
What fears and hopes alternate sink and swell 
In those few bosoms striving to excel ! 
Whether the atmosphere be foul or fair. 
Each morn thou summonest to early j)r«y'r— 
(Would that tiiy Fellows better readers were ') 

O, guilty bell, what snorers thou hast woke ! 
What dreams and visions .^oft relentless broke ! 
What slcep-built castle quick dissolved in smoke ! 

O, interruption drear to slumber sweet ! 

With garments loosely donned and ilipshod feet, 

0( the dark courts to scud the splashy street ! 



